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The Pharisee and the Publican
h
e spake this parable unto certain which trusted in themselves that
they were righteous, and despised others.
Two men went up into the temple to pray, the one a Pharisee,
and the other a publican. The Pharisee stood and prayed thus with
himself: God, I thank that I am not as other men are, extortioners,
unjust, or even as this publican. I fast twice in the week, I give lithe®
of all I possess. And the publican, standing afar off, would not lift
up so much as his eyes unto heaven, but smote upon his breast,
saying, God be merciful to me a sinner,	Si LuJie
Behold, I Show You a Mystery
TjEHOLDj 1 show you a mystery : We shall not all sleep9 but we shall
13 all be changed, in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the
last trump : for the trumpet shall sound5 and the dead shall be raised
ineorraptib!es and we shall be changed. For this corruptible must
put on incorruption, and this mortal must put on immortality.
So when this corruptible shall have put on incorruption, and this
mortal shall have put on immortality, then shall be brought to pass
the saying that is written, Death is swallowed up in victory. O death,
where is thy sting ? O grave, where is thy victory ?
The sting of death is sin ; and the strength of sin is the law. But
thanks be to God, which giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus
Christ. Therefore^ my beloved brethren,, be ye stedfast, unmoveable,
always abounding in the work of the Lords forasmuch as ye know that
your labour is not in vain in the Lord,	St Paul
Who	Us ?
w
ho shall separate us from the love of Christ ? Shall tribulation,
or distress, or persecution, or famine^ or nakedness, or perils or
sword ? Nay, in ail these things we are more than conquerors*
through him that loved us? for I am persuaded that neither death nor
life, nor angelss nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor
things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, shaH be
able to separate us from the love of God.
From PauTs Letter to the Romans
This Nightingale
i
t were a heavenly health,
It were an endless wealth,
A life for God himself,
To hear this nightingale . * •
John Skelton, 16th-century Poet Laureate

